To deeper than this ball of sight
Appeal the lustrous people of the night.
Fronting yon shoreless, sown with fiery sails,

It is our ravenous that quails.
Flesh by its craven thirsts and fears distraught.

The spirit leaps alight,

Doubts not in them is he,

The binder of his sheaves, the sane, the right:
Of magnitude to magnitude is wrought,
To feel it large of the great life they hold :
In them to come, or vaster intervolved,
The issues known in us, our unsolved solved :
That there with toil Life climbs the self-same

Tree,
Whose roots  enrichment have from ripeness

dropped.

So may we read and little find them cold :
Let it but be the lord of Mind to guide
Our   eyes;   no  branch   of Reason's   growing

lopped ;

Nor dreaming on a dream ; but fortified
By day to penetrate black midnight; see,
Hear, feel, outside the senses ; even that we,
The specks of dust upon a mound of mould,
We who reflect those rays, though low our place*

To them are lastingly allied.

So may we read, and little find them cold :
Not frosty lamps illumining dead space,
Not distant aliens, not senseless Powers.
The fire is in them whereof we are born ;
The music of their motion may be ours.
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